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| THE 
Facetious COBLER 


T 0 


HenryWodward Comedian. 


Good Maſter Ha RR, 

Believe you never thought to ſee your 
Ballad-ſinging Cobler beyond his Laſt 
> with a Pen in his Hand, and preſu- 
ming to write to a Mam of your Comi- 
calneſs; but, you queer Soul, I cannot 
bat fay a few Words to you about your 
Diſpute with my Maſter H, and if I 
ſhould not appear to be one of your fine 
Werl. man with the Quill, you muſt charge 
that to my Want * Practice; for Man 
s n 


(4) 
Man who cobbles well at Shoes, would alſo 
make a good cobbling Writer of Eflays, if 
he had a mind, and among all your Wri- 
ters I hardly ſee any thing but cobbling 
at preſent. 


Well, Maſter Harry, I 'veitaken Mea- 
ſurc of you, and I believe I ſhall be able 
to fit you upon this occaſion, and why 
ſhould I not? Mr. Patridge, my wor- 
thy Father, aſpired to be one of your 
Star-gazers, and a Quack alſo, and I have 
heard ſay, as how he knew more of your 
heavenly Bodies, as they call 'em, and of 
your Qgackery, than my Maſter H 
himſelf; but as to that, look ye, Swift 
was worſted by him in a Diſpute, and fo 
its no diſgrace to the Inſpector to be out 
done by him ; nor indeed is it to be won- 
dered, as I am undoubtedly deſcended from 
Mr. Patridge, that an I put my. Head to 
work, I ſhall be a better Writer myſelfthan 
the Doctor. Mr. Patridge you muſt 
know, had his amorous Fits, and to tell 


you the Truth, one Night he took the fair 
Sally 


(3.7 
Sally Saliſbury, who was plying at the 
Horſe-Guards, home to his Stall, from 
whence your humble Servant was pro- 
duced, —— It made a great Noiſe at that 
Time, and ſo you find I am as good a 


Writer by Birth as any of yau, and I have 


heard Folks ſay, a Poet ſhould be born. 
Pox o' your comical Pate You have 


made me laugh many a Time and oft, 
when I have been among the Gods, as you 
call us there in the upper-Gallery ;---with 
your fine, Gentleman in Lethe ------ and 
your Captain Bobadil, .- and your Flaſh 
----- and your Trappolin, ----- and your 
jumping thro' the Hat, ----- and your 
Lord Foppingtons ----- and your Scrub; 
----- between you and I, Maſteg H--- 
would have given any Thing he could 
have made ſo good an Actor. But why 
inſult him for his want of Parts? there 
was a Cobler ſet up Trade in Oppoſition 
to me here, and I only laugh'd at the Fel- 
low; he made full as bad a Figure as 
Maſter H--- did in the Hay-Morket---- 
Lord bleſs you, I remember the Doctot 

there 


uy" 

1 and that Arch - wag with bis 
reſt his Soul, he's dead 5 think, 2 
B-rr-why it was — ay, he ſaid, to Harty 
Chiddy, —damn this Apothecary, be can give 
nothing but Vomits, for his aFlinig is 'enough 
to turn one's Stomach, Well then, ſure 
you need not have minded him, for you 
ſee even Mr, Marr, does not think it 
worth his while to write to him, and 
you know his Writings could never hurt 
you. — Lord bleſs you, I take 'em in at 
my Stall every Morning, and all the I/ 
Chair-Men come and read it with me, 
and faith we could not ſee any harm in 
the Papers againſt you ; and Bryan Mac- 
loughlin, ſaid it was only done to make a 
full HAvſe in his Belly, that he did it, and 
by J---us, fays he, I believe he has But an 
empty Pit of it; and if Squire Brown had 
him at the Bog of Allen he'd draw more 
Streams of Life from him, Well as to 
that I've nothing to ſay to it, but I 
know the Doctor from Top to Toe; 1 
mend his old Shoes for him, and this let 
me tell you he has as good a Sole, and as 

ITY good 
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— an Underſtanding as any in my Shop; 
and many and many a Time his Sale 
wants mending, and his Underflanding is 
a little battered. For you muſt know, tho 
the Doctor keeps his Chariot, yet when he 
goes out with hisPupils, as he told us of in 
his Papers, he always lights at the Bottom of 
the Hill, and walks up with his young Stu- 
dents, to amuſe himſelf with picking Peb- 
bles— And do you really think you can 


take of the Doctor's Walk ? ---- have yo 


the pretty Sling from Side to Side; 
have you the agreeable Smile?—-- have 
you the pert way of Diſcourſe ----between 
you and me Harry, you had better let 
it alone, for he has taken a Guizea to pay 
fifty, if he does not cane you on the public 
Stage, in the Face of the whole Audience, 
whenever you attempt to mimic him ---- 
But I was telling you how the Doctor is a 
good Caſtomer to me, he walks to gather 
Pebbles as I faid; and then he dances 
round a Glow-worm at Marybone, and 
muſt not that be pretty to ſee him with 
his full Wig, and his blue Silk Suit, mo- 


ving 
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ving gracefully, and with a ſimpering Face 
| and vacant Mind, leering at the Company.? 
This, you know, muſt wear Shoes, and 
| beſides, he brings himſelf into ſo many 
Quarrels, and then runs away fo vigorouſly, 
that that alſo makes a good Article for me. 


Many a time and oft haye I laughed at 
my Work, as I was waxing my Thread 
or ſo, to think how finely he comes off 
with his Stories upon them Occaſions, tho' 
now and then he does confound himſelf 
a little Among ſo many he could tell who 
gave the Blow, and at laſt, it was an Hurt 
from Mr. Brown's Elbow And now a- 
gain with my good Maſter Smart, who 

makes me laugh luſtily, with his Spoorrs 
and his Salt-box, and his Regiment of 
Italian Dogs, he has ſhuffled a little; but 
let him ſhuffle on; ſhuffiing damages the 
Sole, and his Under/landing mult come to 
me again to be mended.---By the by, don't 
you think, Maſter Harry, that the trained 
Bands had better draw up, and march 
down here to ſee theſe Creatures exerciſe, 
It 
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it would much improve them in their next 


Exerciſe at the Artillery-Ground, for to tell 
the Truth, they are but /ad Dogs at it, 
and theſe Dogs here are clever Fellows. 


I can tell you one Thing more of my 
Maſter H—, that he is naturally a good- 
natur d Sort of Man, not black in the 
Grain, tho' now and then he feems fo, 
I'll give you an Inſtance of his Generoſi- 
ty, which I had from another of my good 
Maſters, whom I won't name, tho' mer- 
ry be his Heart for it, many and many a 
Time have I been at his Chocolate-bouſe 
here---Well, but to go on with myStory--. 
Some few. Years paſs'd, this, my good 
Maſter was a little out at Elbows, and 
lived within the Verge there, and the 
Doctor went to him in a civil Manner, 
and invited his Friend to Dinner next 
Day. He; poor Soul, was glad of the 
Offer, and as ſoon as the Hour came round, 
out ſteals the Mimic, with his Eyes caſt 
one Way, and then another way, and 
prying all round him to ſee if the Coaſt 
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was clear, and ſa away he gets to Maſter 
— Pathecary's Shop at Weſtminfer. 
There was indeed, ſays he, but a bad Ap- 
pearance in the Shop, like that deſcrib'd 
by your Maſter Garrick in the Play of 
Romeo: Our Wag enquired for the Doctor, 
and if there was any body with him: and 
upon hearing that two Relations were 
there; enjoy d the Thoughts of a good 
Family-Dinner. He was obliged to paſs 
through the Kitchen, in going towards the 
Parlour, and fo away marched with an 
Air of one of your careleſs Fellows, but 
in paſſing he caſt a fide Glance. towards 
the -Cook's Fire; and what do you think 
he ſaw there ? ——Slap-dath, down fell 
his Spirits at once—the hungry Genius 
ſaw nothing but a Bullock's Heart dang- 


ling to a Piece of Packthread, and turn- 


ing in a melancholy Manner round a din- 


* gy Fire. However, ſooner than fail, he 


proceeded, and found my Maſter like 


the Pothecary in the Play I mentioned to 


you already, Some how they managed 
to cobble up a Dinner,' and o'er a good 
Pot 


them in her languiſhing Manner to the 
upper Regions where. I Satin broke out 
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ein 
Pot of Potter, mixed with- ſchall Beer, 
anon ue Geniur'sregae thetaſMves for 
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Moths Sir, ju not this . ** he 
Man has {ome Gencroſity, and is willing 


to ſhare with his Friend I think its 


a good Quality, and for that Reaſon, that 
you are too hard upon him.. 
Heart? Why would you inſinuate, that 
he is a Fambler }—+Lord help you, I was 
at the-Play-bouſe that Night, that Marr. 
W-fi-ngt-n laughed at him; but, Maſter 
Harry, with. your Leaye you ſunk thę beſt 
Patt of chat Story tao. The gay Mrs. 
W-f-ngt-n was not pled to be handled 
im that Manner; either in jet or eatheſt, 
and ſo after taking 4 ſoft Tout umd the 
Pit and Boxes with her Eyes, and railing 


into a Langh of Contempt, and fairly told 
5 prete, ys ſbe, I never, __ 
le. glare. 
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Well, but I am glad you ſuppreſſed 


chat, tho' I ſee you have a Wipe at him 


about his Scholarſhip ; I have ſtudied as 
far as As in preſenti myſelf, and as far 


as the End of my judgment, you have 


him there; and when I was with Maſter 


the other Day at his Houſe, he ſcetm'd to 
be down o the Mouth about it; he waxes 
damn'd angry, and it works his Leather. 


Well, but if you were to ſee him, as T 


did, o' my Soul, I believe you would both 
pity and laugh at him. A mighty pocti- 
cal Phyz he has that's certain: He had 


his Tea-Table before him, and his Baſon 


and Water; and ſo he drank, and waſh'd, 


and wrote, and talk d, and ſputter'd, and 


mouth'd, and fretted, that I could not 
help ſmiling He rubb'd his Side pretty 
often, and ſaving your Favour, he rubb'd 
11 Backſide too, where, it ſeems, be has 


a great many Bruiſes,.—and rail'd at 
Squite F--LD-NG,—D—2 him, ſays he, 


he has knock'd me up, tb I don't allow it 


in a this SM-RT with his Po- 


3 ems 
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em. the Town is oblig d to em. ] 
who bate em am not obliged to em,. tb 
Town thanks em; were it any other Scrib- 
bler they attack'd, 1 ſhould thank em; at 
preſent it is not fit I ſhould ; Invill not _ 
em, T do not thank mn. 


A ſoon as he could recolleR himdſelE, 
be defired I would haſten my Book as 
much as poffible; — I have endeavoured, 
ſays he, to produce ſomething but to no pur- 
poſe ; I bow'd to Maſter, and told him I 


ſhould. be as quick as poſſible, and that J 
ſhould LITE to make an End of the 


Diſpute, 1 accordingly have been ever 


ſince waxing the Thread of the Argument, 
and hammering upon it, and viewing the 
Sele of it, and fitting the Qyarters of my 
Letter, and fcraping all I could with my 
paring Knife, but a confounded Accident 
has kept me back all this Time. | 


As I was fitting on Saturday Night was 
ſe'nnight in my Stall, with my Tacks a- 
round me, ſome wicked Fellows, Ene- 

| mics 
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mies ſu ppoſe to the Doctor, and Wes 


Heard- I wes about this Jeb, came to my 
Study, and according to their uſual Tricks 
began to funk me. The Candle burnt 


Sqcke, that I could hardly breathe, 


Which way could I betake myſelf, the 
inhuman Stench was ready to juffocate me 
and I threw myſelf on my Knees to my 
Prayers. My Devotions were offered up 
to my good Father, by the by- blow Mr. 
Patridge, who, yon know, is admitted 
among rhe Stars in Heaven on An 
gf his preat Knowledge. 


I cry'd out in the Words of Swift who 
fepenting of his Crimes wrote the folow- 
ing Wan — — | 


$h/anp ba Star 1 fome Pity Sow 
On Coblers militant 4e/pw; 
Fm reguiſh Boys in flormy Ni ghts . 
Torment by piffing out their Lights, 
Or 


'(y s 
" Or thre: .a.Chink convey ern. 2 
; Inclos 'd Artificers #0 hk, 1 4 5 g = - 


My Prayer was not offered up in val 
the Gang diſperſed but leſt me in the tnoſt 


terrible Situation; T was ready to expite, 


and I really thought that 1 Was cotfie 46 
my La. My good Maſter the Doctor 
was immediately ſent for ; he gave me a 


Vomit the Moment he came, but that not 


being ſufficient, he preſcribed a Glyſter 
for xo which he had the good-Nature 
to apply himſelf. I am aſhamed to tell 
what follows; many have benefitted of bis 
Experience, partieutarly Dia d, the 
Kitten = Smiling 
Kate, Blooming Catherine &c. but on this 
Occaſion ſuch was my Cafe that every 
Thing went amiſs. He no ſooner 

plied his Thumb to my Orifice, and in- 
ſerted his Pipe, 'but my Bowels dend to 


be woundy fick, and the Conſequence 


was that I could not contain the Injecti- 
on, but, as ill Luck Would have it, let 


ty full in his Face. In | all my Agony x 


* 


Kitty, Chari ng 
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I could not help burſting, out in a Laugh 
to ſee the Figure he cut after I diſcharged 
upon him [--The Yellow Stream trickled 
down his Wig, his Face, his Eyes, his Mouth, 
his whole Perſon l- ſtained is that blue Silk 
which the World ſo much admired 

But the good natured Doctor never once 
minded it, but went to his Chariot with 
rather more Briſkneſs than ever, He put 
me in Mind of ſome Verſes I have often 
read in a Paper paſted nn of 
my Stall, 


Renem d by Ordure's ſympathetic Force 

As oil d with magic Juices for the Courſe | 
Vig'rous be riſes ; from th Effiuvia firong, 
Inbibes new Life and ſcqurs and ſtinks along. 


But, Maſter Harry, don't think I have 
done with the Argument , I now return 
to it: The Inſpefor tells me, that when 
he was at May-Fair, a young Captain of 
the Train'd Bands, Son to Mr. Winter- 
_ bottom, the Tallow-Chandler in Cateaton- 


| Street, was in the Stage Box, and that 
2 
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for ſomething, or for nothing he was oblk. 
ged to Kneel and aſk his Pardon, Now 
ſays he, whats ſauce for a Gooſe is Sauce 
for a Gander, and therefore he imagined 
to put you upon a Level wlth him, to 
oblidge you to do the ſame, Beſides he 
heard that you have a Farce by you call- 
ed the Inſpefor, which you are to play 
at your Benefit, and if that is the Caſe, 
I think he ſerved you well to work your 
hide for you. | Beſides this the Proprietors 
of his * , have told him that 
are all Loſers by it, and unleſs he could 
get it up this Winter, they will drop 
it in the Spring, which alarmed him 
to ſuch a Degree, that he was reſolved 
to be at all, Neck or Nothing, and Harry 
Weodward, ſays he, is a public Character, 
and a Noiſe about him will make my 


Paper read ; in like manner, as when 


that failed, he wrote about Freneb Dreſſes, 


and I have heard that very Weaver that 


was the fineſt Gentleman at the City Rout 


1 declare 
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declare. with & ſtaring Look, and a ſhake 
roy bend, Ne 1 4 ane, Ls f 


8 Abcdilet * lt y you it was rel of you 
to 80 to George 4. Coffee-Houſe with, a 
Stick in. your and to look for him, and 1 
am, glad, heſore you came, that the Doctor 

und gut the Scheme, for he walkers: 
Jy. with, great: Precipitation walked out to 
his Cbatriot, and has never been there 
finee, and has garefully, ag he telts me, 
ſhunned your, Haunts on Purpoſe, and for 


his, Reaſon does nqt go to the Bedford, 
"and becauſe. hg. has yi t the, Freedom of 


the Hquſe, 110 ſeldom g. o to, Drury-Lane 
and fer that Reaſon wifally to e it, 
faye, He likes to. hear Barry make Loye, 
And can't endpre Mr, Garr ich, becauſe he 
3s famqus for raiing Terror, 2 Thing he 
does not like ſince the laſt Time he. was at 

Ranclagb. And, he docs not like you, be- 

cauſe you do Capt. Babadil "lo much to 
the Life, that all the Houle ſtare at him 
for it. He ſays, C 


_ — 
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ba better Coxcombithan you are; ay, and 


ſo is Maſter himſelf, that's fure z but your 
Inteteſt excludes em both; and ſo out 


of cunning, he ſays its the Faſbion to go to 
Coveni- Garden: but there indeed I muſt 
tell Truth; I was at the laſt Play of Romeo, 
and, 'ods my Life; I could not help a 
Smile when he talked of the beggarly Ac- 


count of empty Boxes in the Pothecaries 


Shop, for it was the ſame in the Play- | 


Houſe „ 


Suan J acount for the Doctor's Malice 
to your great little Man? a Book of Phi- 
loſophy I read the other Day, ſay, that 
its known i buman Nature that when 4 
Man attempts any Art, and fails, be will na- 
turally bate him that does; becauſe be is a li- 
ving Affront to his own) Inability and Want 
of Genius. Now can't you ſee that your 
David and my Maſter ſtand thus with 
one another ? David has ſucceeded, and 
is admired, and my Maſter was hiſſed 
and exploded, and there the Shoe pinches, 
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and indeed 1 believe with Regard to you it 
is the ſame. Well but mum, for that 
Lord, that Sampſon Edwards, he is but a 
poor Pſalm-finging Cobler; he ſhew ed 
me ſuch tuff, as made me fick, a nd now 
he is gone to Maſter to help him, be has 
not done better; their Grove of Laurels 
in the written Field, and all their othet 
pufted-up Sayings without Meaning, with 
a ffine glittering, puts me in Mind ofae 
laced Slipper now in my Shop, that has 
no Bottom at all; Lord help you, it puts 
me in Mind of ſome other Verſes that I 
have paſted in another Part of my Stall, 
and ſince I gave you the firſt, I'll giye you 
theſe. LY 


Nonſenſe precipitate like running Lead 


That ſlip'd thro' Cracks and Zigzags a the 
Head; 

All that on. Folly Phrengy can beget, 

Fruits of dull Heat and et of Wit. 


There is one Thing inde where he 


has you ; it is where e talks of your 
Father 


Father and Morber; that's excellently Hit 
of, and wants nothing to make it cut- 


ting, but one Thing, w hich is a littl 


Trutb; but that we will do without 
for a pretty Fan cy; Who Maſter is him- 
ſelf, none knows, O — and none ever 
will, But to be ſure he is the moſt de- 
cent Man in the World, and you ſee 
how he talks of the Wars of Venus and 
Mars, and the Difference of Colour is not 
at all fulſome nor dirty. 


And new fince 1 have been fo long at 


Work, I will. make an End of it; and 
for Heaven's Sake let him alone for the 
Future; he muſt eat tho' he does not 
ſbew much for it; and the Univerſity 
of Bourdraux will take it as a Favour, 


and the Tea-Tables of Great-Britoin 


beg you will let him go oh with 
his Scandal, and the whole Town 
will be obliged to you; Mr. Fleftrin 
will 1 the Antients if they were 

alive 


4 


A they would thank you ; I who am hs 
do thank you. 


And now, good Maſter Harry, I have 
run my Al into the Sole of this Affair; 
and fo I wiſh' you well, and merry be 
your Heart, and may you have a good 
Benefit, and believe me, who am as mach 
as any*Man that walks on Shoe-Leather, 


Sir, Your humble Servant, 


S1Mon PARTRIDGE., 


P. S. Since writing the foregoing, the 
Doctor ſent me the following Letters 
and bids me print them, at the End, 


for, ſays he, they will ſhew what Eſtcem 
he is in abroad, 


Extr © 
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url of a Letter from the Society of 
Bourdeaux, 


Inſpectorem illum, Magne Britanniæ, 
fulgidiſſimum jubar nuncupare haud e- 
quidem nobis, religio erit ; certe eximi- 
am ejus in ſuſtinendis verberibus fortitu- 
dinem fatis admirari nequaquam poſſu- 
mus; atque ponò nobis dignus videtur 
qui in poſterum apelletur /plendide men. 
dax, &c 8 


Extra of a Letter from Paris. 


Jai leu par l'ordre de. Monſigneur le 
Chancelier touts les Papiers, qui ont pour 
titre, l' Inſpecteur: ]'y ai trouve de la bi- 
zarrie dans le ſujet, des menſonges Eto- 
nantes, et preſque par tout de la Vanite, 
qui ſe trouve rarement parmi les An- 


glais, & je crois qu'ils meritent d'etre 
traduites 


—— —— — 
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: bis Emys, printed in Paris and knports, 


Fs the French Word 8 2 
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ty Ps 42086 Wl. les Jangues, your * 

cu de toute I Europe. 
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ho b bases we above Baue 


but 4 Friend has told me, chey art mπν, 


in the Doctor's Praiſe; the firſt Heoſaysp 
is in Commendation of Mi: InfpeRorſhipy 
his ſorprifing Þitrepidity, und amn 
rafſed Cnuntenance in tbiling Stuffs up 
all Qgcafions. | f by x | 


And Big latter is an Approbation of all 


that his Lucubrations ſhould: be tranſſa- 
16d into all. modern Languages, Weh 
no doubt will redound greatly tothe Ha. 


ndur of vor Country. * eee gl 
Fin 57 ul OY aMth * 
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Hoſe and alto a Conveniency, fo 
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